YERMA
[They kneel]
YERMA:
The sky must have such gardens
with rose trees of its joy,
between the rose and the rose,
one rose of all the wonder.
Bright flash of dawn appears;
and an archangel guards,
his wings like storms outspread,
his eyes like agonies.
While sweet about its leaves
the streams of warm milk play,
play and wet the faces
of the tranquil stars.
Lord, make your rose tree bloom
upon my barren flesh.
[They rise.]
SECOND WOMAN:
Lord, with your own hand soothe
the thorns upon her cheek.
YERMA:
Hark to me, penitent
in holy pilgrimage.
Open your rose in my flesh
though thousand thorns it have.
CHORUS OF WOMEN:
Lord, make blossom the rose,
leave not my rose in shadow.
YBRMA:
Upon my barren flesh
one rose of all the wonder.
[They leave.]
[GIRLS running with long garlands in their hands appear from the left.
On the right, three others, looking backward. On the stage there is
something like a crescendo of voices and harness bells, and bellringers'
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